broad grin to display two lines of strong white teeth, Prospero had
recognized the great Corsair commander Dragut-Reis, the first of the
captains of Kheyr-ed-Din, Barbarossa. That he should happen to be
chained to the same par as this Dragut, his own captive, taken in the
famous action of Goialatta, had seemed to Prospero, as it had seemed
to Dragut, much more than coincidence.
"Ya anta 1" the Muslim had cried when he recovered from his
stupor. "Bismillah! Unfathomable are the ways of the One." Then
he had laughed his deep rich laugh, and in a queer mixture of Spanish
and Italian he had exclaimed: "The usage of war, Don Prospero!"
The armourer was making fast Messer Prospero's gyves, whilst
Lomellino himself, a tall limber man of forty, with a narrow, stern
patrician face, looked on, his eyes dark and troubled. Yet, not to be
outdone by an infidel in light-heartedness under misfortune, Prospero
laughed to the tune of the clanging metal.
"And a change of fortune for both of us, Sefior Dragut"
The trouble in Lomellino's eyes deepened as he listened.
"So the axe goes to the wood from which it had its helve," said
Dragut.   "But be welcome.   Marhaba fik!   If I must defile my
shoulder against that of an unbeliever, be it at least the shoulder of an
unbeliever such as thou. Yet I say again, unfathomable are the ways
-of Allah the Pitiful"
**I think, Senor Dragut, we have to do with the fathomable ways
'•of man.'*   For it became plain to him that he was being chained at
Dragufs side in a superlative expression of that vindictiveness which
inspired Filippino Doria to doom a prisoner of Prospero's station to
the oar.
At Amalfi, on the day after that bloody encounter in which two
thousand men had lost their lives and a half-score of officers of rank
had fallen captive to the Genoese commander, the weedy Filippino's
mud-coloured eyes had gleamed when in the line of prisoners ranged
on his deck he had beheld Prospero Adorno. From the arched
•entrance of the tabernacle he had looked down in appraisal, whilst an
officer at his elbow made the captives known to him by name. Then,
his gaze upon Prospero, he had slowly descended the steps to the
vestibule, and had come to take his stooping stand before him.
"Well come," was his greeting, with a sneering twist to his thick
lips, "There was talk of a reckoning when last we were together, and
you made some boast. We shall see now how you fulfil it," On that
he had turned, and summoning Lomellino from among his captains,
he had issued aloud the order which doomed Prospero Adorno to the
oar.
It brought an explosion of indignation from Prospero's fellow
prisoners. With one voice they cried shame upon Filippino, whilst
Alfonso of Ayalos went further.
"Sir, you think to dishonour by that sentence. And so you do.
You dishonour yourself."
Flippino had winced. A man of less consequence than del Vasto
might for that speech have gone to join Prospero on the roweis*
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